LONG               AGO'1

" I see you all forgive me ..." he said, and quitted
the room.

And now it was night, and the five men were once
more gathered together in the ex-Card Room preparing
to turn-in. They sat on the edge of their iron bed-
steads undressing in easy stages. An orderly had
drawn the black-out blinds, and placed a small table
in the centre of the room, furnishing it with a decanter
of water and a half-dozen glasses. The fair-haired
Major, the only one who had not begun to undress,
poured out a tumblerful with a shaky hand, and
swallowed it at a gulp. Then he sat on the edge of
his bed again, staring at the brown linoleum on the
floor, his fingers locked together in front of him,
buming-up cigarette after cigarette.

" It seems ages since I went to bed," observed the
R.A.M.C. Major, adding his meaningless, high-pitched
giggle.

" I'd enjoy it more if I had a pair of pyjamas,"
the Anti-Tank Major remarked. " I suppose nobody
possesses such a thing ..."

" I'm sleeping in my pants," said the Gunner
Captain.

" I shall keep my vest on ... It's a warm night,
though . . . Can't we have some air . . . ? "

" Careful about the blinds."

" Oh, yes. This damn black-out. We've got to
get used to it again . . . That was a very good
meal they gave us. Splendidly cooked . . My first
acquaintance with the A.T.S. They can have my
testimonial any time. They're good girls . . Who's
going to put out the light ? "
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